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hot as molten lead, and as heauytoo ; God Jceepe lead out of me 
/ ncede no more weight then mine ovvnc bowels . I haue led mv 
mg ofiVluffins where they are pepperd : there’s not three of my 
1 JQ. left aliue, and they arc for the townes end , to beg durin» 
l;fe:but who comes here? Enter the Trince a 

Prin. What,ftandft thou idle here? lend me thy fword.'’* 
Many a noble man lies ftarke and ftiffe, 

Vnderthe hoouesofvaunting enemies, 

YVbofe deaths are yet vnreueng’d . I prethcc lend me thy fword 
Ed, O Hahlprctheegiviemc leaae to breathe a while: Turkc 
Gregory neuer did fuch deeds in armes, as I haue done this day 
/haue paid Percy, I haue made him fire, ‘ 

Erin He is indeed, and lining to kill thee, 

1 prethee lend me thy fword. 

Fa/, Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be aline, thou ret ft not 
my fword, but take my piftoll if thou wilt, 

Erin. Giueir mciwhatf is it in the cafe ? 


; Ed. 1 Hal.t’is hot,t’is hot, ihcre’s that will fackea Chic. 

The Prince dr awes it out, and finds it to he a bottle of facke. 

Erin. What? is it a time to ieaft and daily now/ ' 

, He thrones the hot tie at him, ’ j.; x ; L 

Ed. Well, if Percy be aliue , /lepierce him , if he do come in 
myway : fo, if he do not, if /come in his willingly let him make a 
i Carbonado of me, Ilikencrfurh grinning honour as fir Walter 
< natb.giue me life, which if 1 can faue,fo:jfnot, honour copses vn-. 
‘ lookt for,and there’s an end. 


Alarme,ex{urfians , Enter the King, the Trince, Lord lohn 
i of Lane after,, and Earle of Weft mer land. 

; King. Iprethee Harry, withdraw thy felfc; thou bleedcft too 
* HMJchjLora /chn of Lancaffer, go you with him. 

T.Iohn. Not f ,my Lord, vnleffe I did blcede too. 

. Prin. Ibefcech your Maieftie make vp, 

; Lead your rerirement do amaze your friends, (rent. 

!•' Ktn d /wi 'l do fo : my Lord of Wcftmerland, lead him to Ids 
V; Weft. Come, my Lord,lie lead you to youi tent. 

|‘ Erin, Lead me, my Lord?/ do not neede your hclpe, 

K And God forbida fhallow feratch fhould driue 
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The Prince' of Wales from fuels a field as this, 

Where ftain’d nobilitie lies troden on, 

And rebels anises ti iuniph in maffacrcs. 

/oh. We breathe too long, come, coofcn Wcftmerland, 
Ourdueiie this way lies : For Gods fake come. 

Prin. By God, thou haft decciu’d me, Lancafter, 

I did not thinke thee Lord of furh a fpirit: 
before, 1 lou’d thee as a brorher, lohn, 

But now, I doe re(pc/l thee as my foule. 

Kin*. I faw him hold Lord Percy at thepoynf. 

With luftier maintenance, then / did lookc for 
Of fuch an vngrowne warrior. 

7 >m. O, this boy lends mettall to vs all. Exit, 

‘Doug. Another king, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Douglas, fatall to all thofe 

That wearc thofe colours on them. What art thoti 

Thatcounterfetftchcperfonof a king? 

Kin. The king himfelfe, who Douglas grieuesat heart, 

So many of his iliadowes thou haft met 
And not the very kingrl haue two boyes 
SeckePercieand thy felfc about the field, 

But feeing thou fal’ft on me fo luckily, 

I will aflay thee, and defend thy felfc. 

Doug. I feare thou art another conntcrfet, 

And yet, in faith, thou bcareft thee like 2 king. 

But mine, /am furc, thou art, who ere thou be: 

And thus /winne thee. 

They fight, the King being in danger, Enter Prince of Walt 1 . 

Erin. Hold vp thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe, the fpirits 
Of valiant Shctly, Stafford, Blunt, arc in my armes: 

It is the Prince of Wales, that threatens thee, 

VVho neuer promifeth, but he nseanes to pay. 

They fight, Douglas flieth, 

Uicerely my Lord, how fares your grace? 
oir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent, 

And fo hath Cliftonrile to Clifton ftraight. 

King, Stay, and breathe a while: 
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